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In the crew were Vaniman and I, cool-headed, resourceful Louis Loud, who is Vanimaii's brother-in-law, and Nicholas Popoff, a daring and clever young Russian, who later took up aviation, and won the cup at Nice by a fine flight out over the Mediterranean and back.
Again we carried the leather equilibrator which had been so severely tested in the flight of 1907, when, in making our descent upon the Spitzbergen mainland through a snowstorm, the serpent climbed the rugged vertical glacier face, a hundred feet of sheer ice, wound in and out among the great boulders brought down in the moraine of the glacier, plumped deep into crevasses and crawled out of them again, and was with us practically uninjured when the ship finally came to rest in the valley of ice.
This second voyage began propitiously. The weather was fine, a light breeze blowing from the south. At the wheel I steered her several times around the strait which lay in front of our camp to learn if everything was in good order. All going well I headed her north. We passed out over Smeerenburg point of Amsterdam Island, where the Dutch whalers had a blubber-boiling station two centuries past. The equilibrator just touched the sands where the summer town reeked with whale oil and rum in the long ago.